CHAPTER VIII
A UNTIE had not been in ten minutes from
/I the market before father began to speak about
the girls.
They all loved going to the market, but it was
very tiring, and as soon as she came in auntie had
to sink into a chair and take off her shoes, wishing
aloud that there were someone kind enough to
rub her feet.
All their shopping was done in the market.
Outside it, on the bricks,, the pigeons picked up
the grain that had fallen from the nosebags where
the hackney-horses drooped in the shafts, their
necklaces of blue and white beads falling over their
ears. Behind the carriage-stand were the flower
ranges, where almost every evening a wedding-car
would be decorated, and where they sold bouquets
and floral-baskets, wreaths and crosses, and ran
after you with buttonholes to make you. buy.
The market was divided into long ranges with
Japanese-Woolworth-Americo-Birmingham shops
in ranges; all the shops of one kind together, over
all the hot tin roof and, under the jostling feet,
endless stains of betel nut and spittle on the con-
crete floor.
To the right were the flower ranges, sports
shopSj, trunks, Japanese curios, confectionery and
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